The Capitol Games 


by RubyLeo 


Category: Hunger Games 
Genre: Adventure, Horror 
Language: English 

Characters: Commander Paylor, Katniss E., Peeta M., Pres. 

Coin 

Pairings: Katniss E. /Peeta M. 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-11 17:26:49 
Updated: 2016-04-19 15:17:29 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 18:48:23 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 2 
Words : 3,659 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Seven victors. Three yes, three no. Deciding vote: yes. The 
Hunger Games will happen once more. This time, the Capital's kids are 
the players. Twenty-four enter, one survives. We'll see what fate has 
in store. 


1 . Chapter 1 : Loophole 
The Capital Games 
Chapter 1 : Loophole 

Katniss Everdeen stared blankly at the letter in her hands. Addressed 
to Mr. and Mrs. Peeta Mellark, the letter was written in very neat 
cursive. It was from President Paylor. It read: 

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Peeta Mellark, 

As you may have known, I work in the heart of the Capital. The 
citizens aren't fond of me yet, but they are warming up. Which makes 
this next part so hard. The Hunger Games for the Capital's children 
you victors voted on is happening. Coin already set it in motion. She 
has already made the arena. It would cost more to tear the arena down 
than to go through with the game, funds we do not have. So the game 
will happen, but only one. As usual, twelve males and twelve females 
will be chosen. As they don't have districts, they will be randomly 
picked. Eirst, we'll take the volunteers. After that, we will 
randomly draw the remaining tributes names. Any child that tries to 
run from the reaping will be automatically selected. It pains me that 
you, Katniss, voted yes for this. You have competed twice. You should 
know how bad this will affect the children. I will, however, change 
the age range. Instead of twelve to eighteen, the age range will be 
sixteen to eighteen. I hope to see you at the Reaping, Katniss and 
Peeta. Good day. 



-President Paylor. 

P.S. You and the other past victors will train the children. 

"She can't be serious." Peeta said, breaking the silence. "We can't 
let this happen, Katniss!" 

"We have no choice, Peeta. What are we going to do? Give her the 
funds to destroy the arena? We don't have those funds either." 

"All of us together might!" 

"Really?" Katniss asked. The brunette raised her eyebrows at her 
husband. "You think we're all willing to give our money to Paylor to 
destroy the arena? I know for a fact that Johanna and Enobaria won't. 
Haymitch and Effie have their newborn daughter and Annie has Elint. 
Plus, we have Roderick and Prim. We can't just give away money like 
that . " 

"So we just let them die?" 

Katniss looked back at the paper. Thoughts of her first games flashed 
through her mind. Marvel and Glimmer. Cato and Clove. Eoxface, 

Thresh, Rue. The other tributes. All their dead bodies being flown 
out of the arena. Clove's head being smashed in with a rock. Glimmer 
being stung to death by Tracker Jackers . Marvel getting an arrow 
launched into his stomach. Cato being eaten alive. Eoxface turning 
blue from the Nightlock. Rue... Rue getting speared to death and 
dieing in her arms. 

The paper fluttered to the floor. Hands met with Katniss 's mouth as 
tears flowed from her eyes. Muffled sobs escaped through her fingers. 
Strong arms pulled her into a soothing embrace. "Sh... I've got you, 
Katniss. I'm sorry." 

Katniss stayed in her husband's arms for a while longer. Tears soaked 
through Peeta 's shirt. When she finished allowing the rain to escape 
her eyes, she spoke again. "We'll stop this, Peeta." 


2 . Chapter 2 : Mandatory Viewing 
The Capital Games 
Chapter 2 : Mandatory Viewing 

Lunes Rosario. 16 years old. Black hair, tan skin, black eyes. The 
boy sat in front of his TV and watched the 56th Hunger Games play. 
He'd stayed up in his room all day just watching all the games 
unfold. He made a list of the tributes in every game. As they died, 
they earned a red line through their names. There was a paper stapled 
behind the list. Another list. This one had a numbers running down 
the left margin. Numbers 1 through 23. The list was filled out as he 
watched. Once a tribute died, the black haired teen would write their 
name, who they were killed by, how they were killed and how long they 
survived. Next to the dead tributes names, he would put their 
districts in parenthesis. He knew that these lists were morbid, but 
he didn't care. The games didn't appeal to the boy, but anything with 
a last man standing was something he'd watch for hours. Having a 



favorite and watching them try to make it to the top, that was what 
appealed to him. Death actually scared the boy, but he could watch 
the games like they were nothing. He'd never want to play the games, 
but he wished they didn't end. 

At the point in the games he was watching, there were five teens 
left. Three males and two females. Two of the males were currently 
acting very intimately at the moment. The two girls were both by the 
river, but they were at different ends. One girl had a spear lying 
next to her feet and the other had no weapons at all. The last male 
was sleeping in a tree, one that had tracker jackers hovering right 
above him. At the river, girl with the spear was washing her hair and 
the unarmed girl was drinking the water. Mud flowed down the river. 
Mud that was in the spear girl's hair moments before. The unarmed 
girl shot her head up and looked upstream. There the girl was washing 
her hair so casually. In a split second decision, the unarmed girl 
jumped into the river and crawled onto the spear girl's side. She ran 
as fast as she could towards the other girl. Hearing the footsteps 
coming towards her, the girl washing her hair looked up. Her eyes 
widened in fright. She couldn't have been over 13 and there was an 18 
year old charging at her. As the charging girl neared, the 13 year 
old grabbed her spear and swung it up. 

The TV turned off and Lunes let out an exasperated sigh. "Ugh... 
Mother ! " 

Nina Rosario. 35 years old. Blonde hair, white skin, blue eyes. "I 
told you to come down to dinner twenty minutes ago, Hun." 

"I know, but I was watching the games." 

Nina walked into the room and looked at the television. She sighed 
and hung her head. "Ugha€ 1 This again? How many times do I have to 
tell you that I don't like you watching this?" 

Lunes stood up and smiled at his mother. "I know, but I can't help 
it. It's so cool! I just like watching it and rooting for my 
favorite . " 

"Lunes, sweetie, you need to get your butt down to that dinner table 
immediately. When you finish you can come up here and watch all the 
blood and gore you want." 

Lunes sighed. "Yes, mom." As the teen left the room his mother 
grabbed his ear, pulling him back into his room. "Ow, ow, 
ow ! " 

"First of all, clean yourself up. You know your father will yell at 
you if he sees you looking like this." The woman motioned to the teen 
with both hands . 

Lunes looked down and studied his clothing. Grey t-shirt, black sweat 
pants. The shirt hung loosely off of Lunes' slender body and the 
sweat pants were obviously too big for him. "What's wrong with my 
clothes? They're comfy." 

"You wore them to bed." 

"So?" Nina sighed, giving up. "Just make sure you tidy up before you 
come down. Okay, sweetie?" 



"Yes, mother!" Lunes beamed at the sight of his victory. His mother 
pecked him on the forehead and walked downstairs. 

Lunes sighed and turned back on his TV. The young girl with the spear 
and wet hair laid dead in the river. Blood spread around her tiny 
body. The spear wedged through her throat. The other girl held the 
spear in her hand and wiped her eyes. She reached in the bag she was 
carrying and took out a notepad. On it were 24 names. Nineteen of 
those names were crossed off. There was a pattern to the list. Two 
names on twelve lines. Boy and girl. The girl skimmed the girl's side 
of the page. There were two names remaining. She found the dead 
girl's name and crossed it off. There were dried spots where her 
tears had hit the page. The 18 year old shed another tear and looked 
up. She put the notebook away and wiped her eyes with her sleeve. She 
adjusted her hair and went in the water. She grabbed the little 
girl's body and brought her onto the land. "I'm so sorry, sweet 
heart. I-I had to." The girl spoke in a shaky voice and couldn't help 
but to cry. She held the girl close to her. The girl slipped out of 
the young woman's arms and fell to the ground. Her crying was a full 
fledged sob at this point. She grabbed the end of the spear and put 
her foot on the girl's head. "I-I-I'm so sorry!" With one quick 
motion she ripped the spear out of the girl's throat and fell to the 
ground from the force. She laid there and cried into her elbow. She 
pushed herself onto her knees and screamed. Her voice was raspy and 
shaky as she screamed. Her voice reached only the ears of the male in 
the tree. He sat up and looked towards the voice. He needed to act 
fast. Go towards her or run the other way. Either way, he had to 
move. He scaled down the tree and took off running. 

Lunes turned off the television and sighed. "Poor little girl." He 
grabbed the paper labeled '56th Hunger Games' and wrote the girl's 
name down. He filled the rest of her spot accordingly. He leaned back 
in his chair and stretched. He ran his hands through his hair and 
smiled at the softness of it. He sat forward again and pushed the 
chair out. He stood up and put the list in back of the stack that had 
formed on top of the TV. Lunes picked the stack up and set it on his 
night stand. The papers were all neat as well as the writing on them. 
Lunes prided himself in writing neatly. He smiled at his handiwork. 
Before he could go eat he had to look better than what he did. He 
adjusted the shirt to make it look like it fitted and he tightened 
the pants around his waist. Nodding in satisfaction, Lunes headed 
downstairs. When he got to the table he was greeted by the faces of 
his eating parents. 

Jose Rosario. 36 years old. Black hair, tan skin, hazel eyes. "It's 
good to know that you're alive, Lunes. I was bringing to worry that 
12 attacked only you." 

"Thank you for the concern. Father." Lunes sarcast ically 
replied . 

Lunes was in an eye lock with his father. The man had his short hair 
slicked back. His right eye covered by an eye patch. It covered an 
empty socket more like. His left eye had a scar over it. His face 
fared better than his body though. His right arm and leg were 
completely severed. His left leg was badly burned and his left hand 
was missing the pinky. 

The son had a smirk on his face to match his father's scowl. Nina 



coughed in an attempt to cut the tension. "Urn, honey? Are you going 
to go see Carlisle soon? You two haven't seen each other in 
awhile . " 

Lunes turned to his mother. His eyes filled with tears and his jaw 
dropped. "Mom!" Nina's eyes widened as she remembered. 

Carlisle Jacobson. 13 years old at time of death. Light brown hair, 
pale skin, black eyes. The boy had been Lunes' best friend since he 
failed the sixth grade and ended up in the same class as Lunes. The 
two hated each other in the beginning, but grew on each other when 
they realized they shared the same passion. The Hunger Games. Lunes' 
passion for the eliminat ion-ish aspect and Carlisle's love for the 
gore and adrenaline. A passion that pushed Carlisle to fight for the 
Districts. Counter productive, yes, but his goal was a noble one. 
Carlisle knew his passion was a morbid and very disturbing one. He 
didn't want to be that freak that loved the games so much that he 
would start going to the tribute parade. The brunette confided in his 
best friend one night and broke down, sobbing into his friend's 
shirt. That was one of the last nights the boys saw each other. 

The Districts were rebelling at this point. Fighting a war that was 
meant for them and the Capital, but the Capital played dirty. They 
killed countless of their own people to clear out areas to set pods 
in the areas. Carlisle wouldn't let Snow kill his family. So he 
volunteered to be a player in the "Final Games", as Snow called them. 
Jose put him in the pod filled area. Lunes pleaded with him not to, 
but his pleas were nothing compared to the man's loyalty to 
Snow . 

Carlisle lasted twelve minutes. Twelve nauseating minutes that Jose 
forced Lunes to watch. Nina was a doctor at that time. She helped 
heal countless of the Capital's soldiers. Soldiers that turned their 
guns on too many of Lunes' old classmates to count. Lunes didn't 
despise his mother though. He loved her, in fact. She saved lives of 
people who didn't deserve it and his father took lives of people who 
did deserve it. 

Carlisle was in front of his own house when he activated the pod. 
Twelve spears flung out and stabbed the boy in twelve non-fatal 
areas. Jose and eleven other soldiers went in and finished the 
job . 

Twelve. Twelve minutes. Twelve spears. Twelve soldiers. Twelve giant 
holes that covered the boy's body from top to bottom. Twelve of 
everything to represent the twelve districts. 

And Jose loved it. 

Lunes could see the realization in his mother's eyes. "Oh, Lunes. I 
am so sorry, sweetie." 

Jose scoffed from the other end of the table. Nina opened her mouth 
to yell at him, but the child spoke up. "Yeah, well, I don't think 
that going to visit him in the afterlife is possible. Even if it's 
what Father wants." Lunes sniffled and rubbed his eyes. 

Nina's jaw dropped and took Lunes' heart with him. Jose laughed out 
loud and grabbed the family's attention. "A crybaby's only place is 
in the afterlife." 



Nina finally spoke up. "Jose, that's enough! He is your son!" 


"He is a crybaby who can't get over one petty child's death!" 

Lunes could take the insults that his father was throwing him. He 
could take Jose yelling at him. But he wouldn't sit here and let Jose 
yell at his mother. Lunes grabbed the first thing he could and flung 
it across the table at his father. The fork stabbed into the scarred 
man's nose. A grunt of pain was all Jose gave in a reaction. Lunes 
glared at him and grabbed a knife. "Raise your voice to my mother 
again and I will kill you, old man." 

A hand grabbed Lunes' wrist and made him release the knife. He looked 
at Nina and saw the look she was giving him. The look's message was 
clear as day. Stop. Lunes knew the repercussions. Jose would kill 
him. He wasn't scared to kill anyone that got in his way. Even his 
own child. But Lunes' glare didn't falter. He ripped his hand away 
from his mother's and pushed his plate forward. "I'm not hungry. I'm 
going back to my room." He turned to his father and continued, "Don't 
die while I'm gone. I'd hate to miss it." That was all he said before 
he walked upstairs. 

The teen walked into his room and came face to face with a big cat. 

He narrowed his eyes at the animal. It was like a small tiger. In 
fact, it was a small tiger. The tiger lowered itself to the ground 
and Lunes planted his feet in the ground. "On three." he said. He 
held up his right hand and began counting. "1... 2... 3!" The tiger 
sprang forward and tackled into the door that Lunes closed before 
diving out of the way. "Come on, Tigre! I know you can do more than 
that!" The animal spun around and went for the boy again. Lunes 
opened his arms and took the tiger into his arms. He fell to the 
ground and laughed as the tiger began licking his face. "That's 
enough! You win. You win, Tigre!" The tiger got off the boy and 
walked over to an over sized food bowl. He let out a deep meow-like 
noise that made Lunes chuckle. "You only wanted to play so that I'd 
feed you?" He shook his head and approached the animal. "You're so 
mean to me. Tig." He scratched under his pet's jaw and opened the 
cabinet behind the bowl . 

Inside were a wide variety of different kinds of uncooked meat. Fish, 
birds, rodents, small house pets. That last one made Lunes' stomach 
turn, but he'd stomach it for the baby. His baby. He'd found Tigre in 
one of the abandoned exotic pets shelters after the Districts raided 
the Capital. Tigre was all alone. There was an arrow in his leg and 
he was so skinny. He had no food, no water. The only food source he 
had were the other animals that were decaying around the store. Lunes 
approached the animal and it swiped at him, but he still went back 
again. He took the water bottle he'd been carrying and filled it up 
in one of the bowls before setting it down. He sat against a wall and 
watched as the animal began to drink out of the bowl. Soon he crawled 
back towards it. The animal let him this time, even went as far as to 
push the top of his head against the boy's lips. Lunes instantly fell 
in love with the animal. He brought Tigre home and raised him since 
then. Jose didn't like animals. At all. Another reason that Lunes 
kept the animal. Tigre and Lunes were best friends from that day 
on . 

Lunes filled the bowl with the leftover squirrel that his mother 
supplied and sat back in front of his TV to finish the 56th Hunger 



Games. But when he turned the television back on, it was another 
program that played. A mandatory viewing. Lunes narrowed his eyes and 
tilted his head at the program. They hadn't had one of these since 
the pods were fully removed from every inch of the Capital. This 
would be interesting to say the least. 

President Paylor's image suddenly filled the screen. The woman was 
dressed in an elegant black dress with a grey scarf wrapped around 
her neck. Her hair was in a long ponytail that laid over her left 
shoulder and breast. She wore a black dress with a diamond shape cut 
out from over her breast. The Capital was probably cheering her on 
for her new and improved look. Her lips curled into a smile as she 
began speaking. 

"Panem. Four years the Districts have been free from the Capital's 
treacherous grasp. Eighty years the Districts were forced to the 
Capital's horrid games. Eighty years of the game and seventy-five 
victors emerged. After the Capital's purging of the victors, we are 
left with seven. Enobaria Gnaeus from District 2, Beetee Latier from 
District 3, Annie Cresta from District Johanna Mason from District 7, 
and the three victors from 12, Haymitch Abernathy, Peeta Mellark and 
Katniss Everdeen. In the brief time Alma Coin was in the Capital, she 
gave the victors a choice." At this point, Paylor's smile faded and 
was replaced by a serious and slightly saddened expression. Lunes 
clutched his shirt. Eor the first time since the boy could remember, 
he was honestly scared. "Their choice was as follows. 

"Vote on if the Capital's children should compete in a Hunger Games 
of their own or not." 

Lunes heard his mother's gasp from downstairs and his father's laughs 
echoed through the house. His throat went dry and his blood drained 
from his body. After the bombing, most of the children were killed. 
Only certain areas of the Capital were still standing. Each of those 
areas had millions of eligible children. Why was he scared? Because 
the chance was still a chance . Paylor continued after a minute. 

"The victors voted." Everyone already knew the answer. Otherwise, 
there wouldn't need to be an announcement. "Beetee, Annie and Peeta 
each voted no. However, Enobaria, Johanna, Haymitch and Katniss voted 
yes. Unfortunately, majority wins. So, a week from today there will 
be a reaping. Children of the ages 16 through 18 will need to meet in 
front of the president's house. Twelve males and twelve females will 
be selected for the Games. I'm very sorry for the families of those 
who will be chosen. But there will only be one Capital game." Her 
right hand came into view with one finger held high. "Happy Hunger 
Games and may the odds be ever in your favor." 

Lunes clutched his throat as the air seemed to just exit through it. 
He gasped for air, fighting for survival. The boy stood and stumbled 
towards the door. The sounds of the 56th Hunger Games now the only 
thing he could hear besides the pounding in his head. He clutched the 
door frame and went towards the stairs. There was a strong grip 
pulling him back. He turned behind him to see his tiger pulling on 
the back of his pants. Lunes took one step back and collapsed. The 
shock taking him into the darkness. 


End 
f ile . 



